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Pete, host of the weekly Tuesday night poker night that sprang up when the band temporarily settled in Los 
Angeles, looked at his cards and sighed. "Fold," he said. 


Keith cackled in glee as he laid down his cards, displaying a full house. "All right, gentlemen, which of you is my 
slave next weekend?" They'd been betting services all game - Roger now had to wash John's car, and Keith had 
to spend a couple of hours tending Pete's houseplants at some point in the next week, among other things. This 


final bet of the game was for the lowest hand to provide a full weekend of servitude to the winner. 


Pete and Roger both displayed hands with three of a kind, sevens for Pete and tens for Roger. They all looked 


at John, who groaned and showed a pair of queens. "I guess it's me," he admitted. 


Keith smiled at his lover. "Well, I'm glad its you. I'd have no idea what to make Pete or Roger do for me all 


weekend.. and | have a very good idea what | want from you." He grinned as John blushed. 
Pete pretended to gag. “Honestly, Loon, do you two have to flirt so openly? 
"Would you rather | just walked over and snogged hm?" Keith asked. 


"No," Roger said firmly. "That was the agreement. You don't do anything to do with sex in front of us." 


"Yes, Da," Keith said, covertly flipping two fingers at his bandmate as John snickered. 


Pete also saw and stifled a laugh. "It's past my bedtime, you lot, get out of here so | can clean up and get to 
sleep," he said. "Keith, Thursday noon for the plant work?" 


"Yeah, I'll be here," Keith said. "And hopefully not too hungover." 
"lll believe that when | see it," Pete snorted as Roger and John laughed. 


"You are all so immature," Roger declared as he stood up. "When do you want me to wash your car, then, 
John?" 


‘Might as well make it Thursday noon as well," John said. "That way Keith won't be home to try to start a 
water fight with you." 


"Heaven forbid," Roger said with a shudder. "Pete, a pleasure as always. Until next week, gentlemen" He took 


himself out and got into his car, pulling out into the Los Angeles night. 


Keith and John followed after saying their farewells to Pete, climbing into their car and heading for the place 
they rented together. "Do | dare ask what you've got planned for this weekend?" John asked. 


"Mmm... | think I'm going to have you do something | know you've wanted to try, but you've been too shy to 
bring up," Keith said, sounding unusually serious. "lve been looking at the porn you've been picking up lately, and 
| admit, I'm intrigued by some of it” 


"Oh..." John said, looking nervous. "It... it didn't bother you?" 


Keith reached over and patted his lover's knee. "Since when have you known me to be bothered by anything?" 


he asked. "You just let me know what you'd like to drink to alternate with the booze, okay?" 
John's face took on an odd expression combined of relief, nervousness, and anticipation. "Okay," he said. 


RRR 


On Saturday, Keith managed to wake up before John and hurried to finish his preparations for the day. He 
brought a cooler full of beer and another full of Coke, lemonade, and orange juice, setting them in the poolside 
gazebo. He also placed several sun loungers around the pool and one more in the gazebo, figuring that having 
multiple options to stretch out might come in handy, depending on how things went today. Then he headed back 
into the house. 


Back in the bedroom, he noticed John beginning to stir. He pulled out the pair of shorts that he planned to have 


his lover wear that day and then gave John a kiss. "Wakey, wakey," he murmured. 


"Mm... morning," John mumbled. He blinked and rubbed his eyes. 


"Up you get, love," Keith said. "Time to start your servitude. And you can start by leaving the door to the loo 


open when you piss. | want to watch." 


"W... watch?" John stuttered, feeling a flutter of excitement. "Erm.. okay." He sat up and stretched, then rolled 
out of bed and padded into the en-suite. He took a deep breath, pretending he didn't know Keith had followed 


him in, and wrestled his semi-hard cock into a position that would allow him to hit the toilet. 


Keith watched, smirking a bit at John's obvious arousal. He felt sure today would be fun. "Put these on," he 
told his lover, holding out the pair of snug-fitting, light blue short shorts. "Nothing under them, just these." 


John pulled the shorts on, adjusting himself to fit comfortably within the confines of the fabric. "Now what, 
Keith?" 


"Now you're going to join me out by the pool, have coffee, and do that hokey thing of feeding me grapes and 
stuff," Keith giggled "Just like one of those silly harem novels." He paused and added, "Those shorts make your 


arse look fabulous." 


Over the next several hours, Keith had John drink a minimum of two bottles of whichever drink he wanted 
each hour, in between having him do small tasks like skimming a few leaves from the swimming pool and using 
the hosepipe to water the shrubbery. By five hours in, John started squirming and jiggling around as the front 
of his shorts developed a distinct bulge to them. "God, | gotta piss," he mumbled. 


‘Oh, I'm sure you can hold on a little longer, can't you?" Keith purred. "Long enough to give me a blow job, 
yeah?" He chugged another beer of his own, then wiggled out of his own shorts to expose his erect cock. "Pick 


a seat, love." 


John sat on the nearest lounger, his leg jiggling and bouncing, and moaned as the change of position seemed to 


put more pressure on his bladder. "I really don't know if | can," he said. "I gotta piss so bad." 


Keith walked over and stood directly in front of his lover. "I think you can," he murmured once more, way 


more aroused at the sight of John's squirming than he thought he'd be. "Put that mouth to good use, love." 


"Yes, Keith," John murmured. He started to lean forward, whimpered and grabbed at himself, then slid his 
whole body forward and licked Keith's cock from base to tip, tracing random patterns with his tongue before 
taking his lover's length into his mouth. He moaned and clutched himself harder as he tried to concentrate on 


using every trick he knew to get Keith off quickly. 


"Mm... thats so good, love," Keith moaned. He carded his fingers through John's hair as his hips jerked forward. 
He felt his balls tighten and pulled back quickly. Wrapping his hand around himself and stroking, he moaned and 


erupted over John's chest. 


John, still clutching himself, felt the first spurts of Keith's cum spatter against his chest, followed almost 
immediately by a spurt of a different liquid in his shorts. "Keith... | can't hold it.. | really can't hold it.. oh God..." 
He couldn't help the sigh of relief as the floodgates opened, soaking his shorts and forming a puddle under the 
lounger. He also discovered that he could piss through a hard-on, already half-aroused from the holding, his 
cock grew harder as his bladder emptied. 


"Damn, that looks so hot," Keith said, staring in fascination at the spreading dark patch on John's shorts. "How 
does it feel?" If he hadn't just climaxed, he knew he'd be getting hard from watching. 


"lts not gonna take much to get me off," John admitted. He looked down at the huge dark patch on his light 
blue shorts, the wet fabric clinging to his raging erection 


Keith got a mischievous expression. "Yeah? Take the shorts off, then, and lie back on the lounger. Don't touch 


yourself, | wanna try something.” 


"Yeah?" Joh stood up and wiggled out of his shorts, his cock twitching eagerly. He sat down on the lounger, 
then lay back. "What are you going to do?" he asked, looking hopeful. 


"Exactly what you think I'm gonna do," Keith smirked. "Maybe | drank less than | made you drink, but | gotta 
piss, too." With that, he took aim and let fly, the pale yellow liquid spraying against John's erection 


John moaned, gripping the sides of the lounger so he wouldn't touch himself against Keith's orders, feeling the 
hot spray running up the length of his cock and dripping down over his balls. "Oh my God... Keith...” 


"You like that? Such a dirty boy," Keith crooned. "Does this feel as good as pissing yourself did?" 

"Yeah.." John gasped, his hips rocking up into Keith's stream. "Oh... oh God." He came hard, spurts of creamy 
white spattering his belly and legs, mixing with the thinner yellow fluid puddled in every dip and valley of his 
flesh. 


Keith shook off with a grin, then stepped forward to straddle John's hips and plunk himself down on top of his 


lover's thighs, leaning down to give him a loud smack of a kiss. "So, was it as good as the porn made it seem?" 
"Definitely," John said. "Thanks for pushing me into trying it for myself" 


"Thanks for buying that porn and giving me the idea," Keith countered with a laugh. "Make sure you show me 
any other kinky ideas you think might be fun. But for now, let's jump on the pool to rinse off." 


"Are you sure?" John started to ask, when Keith tugged him up and across the concrete, then jumped into the 
pool, pulling him in with him. John resurfaced, sputtering, to see Keith's laughing face. "Wanker," he said fondly. 


"But you love me anyway,” Keith said. 


"Yeah, | do," John said. 


"Reverse the roles tomorrow?" 


"Yeah." 


